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Place clever, pithy saying here Place weather, sports or other inanity here 


Today's Schedule: 
9:00am Lecture: David Huddle--"Writing Up, Writing Down: The Altitude at Bread Loaf" 
11:20am Lecture: Ron Powers--"The Broken Dialectic: On the Suppression of Books" 
4:30pm Readings: Margot Livesey 

Julia Alvarez 
5:30pm Lawn Party: West Lawn of the Inn 
8:15pm Reading: Ron Hansen 


Editorial Policy: 

It is the avowed editorial policy of this publication to print only what it feels like printing. 
The staff reserves the right to amend, edit or otherwise substantially alter the contents of all 
submissions, which, by the way, can be made by placing a note/announcement/memo in the 
Crumb box outside the administrative office, or in the campus mailbox at the front desk. All 
submissions will be read by a minimum of two staff editors, considered, digested and summarily 
dealt with. That's right, folks, we're a rag with an attitude. 


Publican-nouncements: 

From the Front Desk, we have the following reminders: 

1) It is Vermont State law, as well as Middlebury College policy, that there is to be no 
smoking indoors on the Bread Loaf campus. Please observe this policy by stepping out of doors 
before you light up. 

2) If you have not yet picked up your room assignment . . . Where did you sleep last hight? 
Do it now! While you're at it you can get your mailbox assignment and try to figure out how to 
open those stupid @#$%&*!! Rubik's boxes! You will be sharing a box with another contributor, so 
be sure to check that you're taking only mail that is addressed to you. 

3) Because rooms have locks on their doors, thus making them secure havens for your 
personal space and possessions, the front desk will not be storing valuables in the safe, as 
previously advertised. A third alternative for safe storage would be to bury your valuables in a 
waterproof container under the gumbo limbo tree atop the old Indian burial mound. Nobody 
would ever think to look there! 

4) All participants are reminded that parking is not allowed along Route 125, or on the 
access roads to the Barn and the Inn. Parking is allowed in the (get this!) parking lot, which is 
located in front of the Barn. The word is that State Police and Campus Security will be ticketing, 
towing and compacting any mis-placed vehicles. 

5) The book store will not be open during the evening hours of 9:15 to 10:00pm. All other 
reported hours will remain intact. That's right, they're tired. Plan your book buying accordingly. 


Eat With Relish: 

Due to a completely unintentional error in yesterday's Crumb, the dining hall hours for 
lunch were incorrectly reported. Lunch begins at 1:00pm, not 1:15. In fact, for both lunch and 
dinner, the doors close fifteen minutes after they open. Headwaiters Jackie Oller and Mark 
Mariani, who are two of the most hospitable human beings you'll ever want to meet, would also 
like to remind diners that the wait staff are all writers here on working scholarship. Diners are 
respectfully requested to vacate the dining room in a prompt fashion after they have concluded 
their meals so that the waiters can clean up, re-set for the next meal, and still be able to attend 
regularly scheduled events. 


Stately and Pumped Up: 
The first of the apres-evening reading readings will commence this Thursday and Friday, 
with the administrative staff presenting its literary delights for your oral pleasures. 





Best Bets for Bedded Bodies: 

Bed linens will be changed once during the conference, towels twice. If you want your bed 
made by the housekeeping staff, it will be necessary for it to be cleared of foreign objects (i.e.-- 
clothing, shoes, books, bodies). If you are a hard-core, hard-floor sleeper and have placed your 


mattress on the floor, you'll need to make your own bed. The housekeeping staff will bend, but not 
that far. 


Sort of Useless: 
Due to circumstances beyond his control, Richard Ford, who was originally scheduled to 
read from his work on Friday, August 19, will be unable to attend the Writers' Conference this 


summer. However, his books are in stock in the book store and will still be sold to those who wish 
to purchase them. 


Madrigal Singers Needed! 

This note from Madrigal Director Al Hudgins: 

“Wednesday, August 10, at 3:00pm in the Blue Parlor (next to the Bread Loaf office) there 
will be an open meeting for all those Bread Loafers interested in joining in the annual tradition of 
madrigal singing. No previous experience is necessary, although it helps if you can read music. 
We especially need basses and tenors! If you're not completely certain, you should definitely come 
and find out more! Singing is great therapy for manuscript critique stress." 


Cocktails Loom Past West Lawn Blooms: 

This afternoon, after the 4:30 readings, or at approximately 5:30, if you stroll along the 
stately Victorian porches of the Inn, past the Blue Parlor and the blooming flowers outside it, 
you'll find on the West Lawn a bevy of buxom beverages bursting with bubbling beneficence. All 
alliteration aside, it's a delightful avant-dinner event. If it rains, it will be held in the Barn. 


Quote of the Day (QOD): 
As has been the habit of the Crumb in the past, we present a mystery quote for your 
quizzical entertainment--Speaking of which, did you catch Bread Loaf's very own distinguished 


alum Doug Kincade on Jeopardy this year?--Anyway, the person who guesses the most QOD's 
successfully this year will win fabulous prizes, not to mention the adulation and awe of the entire 
community. Beware, last year's winner is back on the mountain again this year and she's meaner 
than a bull moose with antler envy and willing to stop at nothing to regain her rack... er. 


crown. So, read on, and if you're stumped you'll find some clues embedded in the occasional 
headline of the Crumb: 


ORTHOGRAPHICAL 
Want to be sure of his spelling. Proof fever. Martin Cunningham forgot to 
give us his spellingbee conundrum this morning. It is amusing to view the unpar 
one ar alleled embarra two ars is it? double ess ment of a harassed pedlar while 
gauging the au the symmetry of a peeled pear under a cemetery wall. Silly, isn't 
it? Cemetery put in of course on account of the symmetry. 


CHAPTER ONE 


His name was Atticus Cody. He was sixty-seven years old and a cattleman without cattle, the 
owner of six oil rigs and four hundred forty acres of high plains and sandhills in Antelope County, 
Colorado. And Atticus was on One Sock in December weather that was just above zero when he 
looked up at a coupling on his Lufkin oil jack and caught sight of two white suns in the gray 
winter sky. Weeds and sage were yellow against the snow and the snow strayed over the 
geography as though recalling how it was to be water. And just above the nodding horsehead 
pump were the sun and its exact copy, like the moons of another planet. One Sock champed on his 
Hackamore and high-stepped up from a deep patch of snow, but otherwise seemed unperplexed. 
Atticus squinted up at the suns and thought to himself, You have lived sixty-seven years and now ` 
you have seen a sundog. 


--Ron Hansen, from an untitled work in progress 





"Everybody reads us!" 


Today's Schedule: 


9:00am Lecture: Marvin Bell-- 
"Straw, Feathers & Dust" 

10:10am Lecture: Elizabeth Arthur-- 
"The Night That Cairo Burned: 
Memory, Time and Character in 
Fiction" 

11:20am Fellows Reading: Kim Addonizio, 
Lex Williford, Andrea Budy 

2:00pm Discussion Groups (until 3:30) 

4:30pm Readings: Amy Hempel 

Richard Hawley 
8:15pm Reading: Paul Mariani 


Maxi-important: 


The front desk reminds conference attendees 
that if you leave your room and do not carry 
your room key with you, you run the risk of it 
(your room) being locked when you return to 
it, due to the efficiency of our housekeeping 
staff. They suggest you leave a note, visibly 
posted inside your room, saying whether you 
would like your door locked or unlocked. 


Another Which of Fungi? 
From the Crumb mailbox: 


Are there any other mycologists here? The 

woods are full of fungi--cup fungi, coral 

fungi, boletes--Leave me a note if you want to 
foray. 

Ardis 

Mailbox 2406 


Original plan 
59% 
33% 


Favor Oppose 


Thursday’s precipitation forecast eS 
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Future Best-Sellers? 


Today's Fellow's Reading will feature the 
following literary luminaries: 


Kim Addonizio, author of The Philosopher's 
Club, which won the Great Lakes Colleges 
Association Award for best first book of 
poetry, 


Lex Williford, whose first book, Macauley's 
Thumb, won the 1993 Iowa School of Letters 
Award for Short Fiction, and who is joining 
the faculty of the MFA program at the 
University of Alabama this fall, and 


Andrea Hollander Budy, whose first full- 
length volume, House Without a Dreamer, won 
the 1993 Nicholas Roerich Poetry Prize, and 
who is the Director of the White River Writers 
Workshop and the Lyon College Visiting 
Writers Series. 


Percentage of personal satisfaction derived 


| 


year's conference, 
` day duration) 


f from mushroom hunting. (Statistics from last 
compiled over the twelve- 





lesting the Acumen of Our Readership: 


Today's public awareness poll yields the 
following startling results: 


Readers who know that the lists and locations 
of manuscript readers and discussion groups 
will be posted on the bulletin board outside of 
the office by lunch today. 


Readers who know that the first Staff Reading 
will be held in the Little Theater tonight after 
the evening reading, and that tonight's 
readers are Laurie Greco, Scott Lax, Blue Argo, 
Bess Huddle, Doug Woodsum, Sarah Taylor and 


zaders who know that Friday's Cocktail Party 28% / 
: Julia Goodwin. 


ill be held behind the Little Theater at 5:30, 
' in the Barn in case of Tail. 340, 17% 


Readers who know that the Madrigals will be 


2 meeting daily to rehearse in the Blue Parlo 
Readers who heard about the a 12:20pm, and that people are welcomed anc 


short fiction workshop, that 
will gather in the Barn today at 
3:45pm. 


Readers who have even the Slightest clue as 
to why the headwaiters, who are normally 
Stable individuals, would be looking for 
anybody who has a trumpet on campus. 





Biggest media mergers _ 
Comcast and Liberty Media reached agreement 
with QVC last Thursday to buy the home-shopping 


company in a deal valuing it at $2.3 billion. Other 
top media deals: 


Crumb-New England {| 
Review | 


f 
Viacom-Paramount | 


Matsushita-MCA ; 


Total value 
(billions) 


Sony-Columbia | 


McCaw Cellular-LIN : : 
Broadcasting | cu 


Quote of the Day: 


Kudos to Hilma Wolitzer, and the dynamic duo 
of Andrea Barrett and Andrea Budy, who put 
their heads together to determine that 
yesterday's quote was, in fact, James Joyce, 
from his seminal work Ulysses. Don't forget 
to submit your guesses to the Crumb mailbox 
by dinnertime for it to receive credit. Today's 
quote comes from a former Bread Loafer: 


Listen! Here it is afternoon. 

The rain comes down like bullets. 

I stand in the kitchen, 

that Harem of good smells 

where we have bumped hips and 
cracked the cupboards with our talk 
while the stove top danced with pots 
and it was not clear who did 

the mothering. Now I am 

crushing blackberries 

to make the annual jam 

in a white cocoon of steam. 


° encouraged to join up. 


6% 


Readers who are aware that a licensed 
massage therapist is on campus at the 
Cornwall Clinic each Tuesday and Thursday, 
with a rate of $25 for a half hour session, or 
$40 for an hour. 

E Now 


{| October 


Words 


Midwinter. A coalmining town 
somewhere in Pennsylvania. A man 
walks pensively an icy street 

in darkness. Everything is dark, 
except for the sheet of windblown 
foolscap, which seems to move 

the same way he is moving, 

until at last he feels compelled 

to stoop and pick it up. 


How surprised he is to find 

a poem there on the crumpled sheet, 
works scribbled down in pencil, 
Slantwise, half of them misspelt, 
but fierce words still, huddled 

there before him against the cold 
like so much coalblue mummy corn, 
the germ inside waiting for this eye, 
this ear, to grow inside the man. 


The man can see the words have shaped 
the awkward air of the occasion, and are 
the soundings of some wounded soul, 

a soul charred perhaps by too much drink, 
though it might be any wound--fear, 
loneliness, remorse--needing to be 
embraced and taken in, which is what 

the man, who warms his hands before 

the broken words, now begins to do. 


--Paul Mariani 
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"Not just the official news, the only news." ; Weather: Cancelled due to rain 


Today's Schedule: 
9:00am Lecture: William Matthews--"The Mortal City" 
10:10am Lecture: Ron Hansen--"What Stories Are and Why We Read Them" 
11:20am Fellows Reading: Diann Blakely Shoaf, Jim Paul, A.M. Homes 
2:00pm Biography Panel: Ron Powers, Bob Houston, David Nasaw 
4:30pm Readings: Andrea Barrett 
Rick Jackson 
5:30pm Cocktail Party: Library Lawn 
8:15pm Reading: Paul Mariani 
9:30pm Administrative Staff Readings 


Mess Comes for the Fellowship: 

Today's alphabet-exploiting fellows will proclaim their politically correct prose and poetry 
at 11:20 in the Little Theater. Photographs and fingerprints will be taken of all persons attending 
the event, and placed in the dossiers of the following individuals: 

Diann Blakely Shoaf, whose Hurricane Walk was named one of the ten best poetry books of 
1992 by the St. Louis Post-Dispatch. She is winner of a 1994 Pushcart prize and a finalist for this 
year's Alice Fay diCastagnola Award, 

Jim Paul, the author of What's Called Love and the forthcoming The Rune Poem, as well as 
the recipient of a Guggenheim Fellowship this year. He was a Stegner Fellow at Stanford and the 
1980 John Atherton Scholar in Poetry at Bread Loaf, and 


A.M. Homes, who is the author of The Safety of Objects and In a Country of Mothers, as well 
as being the recipient of numerous awards. She currently teaches at Columbia University. 


O Biographers!: 
The appropriately named Biography Panel will be led by Ron Powers, author of eee. 
Bob Houston, author of Qs a QB and David Nasaw, director of the Qa for 
GE, in the Little Theater at 2:00pm. If at any time you find these gentlemen 
straying from their prepared texts, please remember that your acceptance at Bread Loaf was and is 


on the condition that such impromptu digressions be immediately reported to the Director of Moral 
Hygiene. Don't look for him; he'll find you. 


Have the Will-power: 


The following Administrative Staff members will be reading from their works tonight after 
the evening reading: Lesley Dauer, Sebastian Matthews, Kristen Lindquist, Jennifer Bates, 
Stephen Duffy, Sheila McGrory-Klyza, Al Hudgins and Millie Bentley. It is suspected that at least 
three of these individuals may attempt to insert subliminal messages into their readings. If you 
begin to feel inclined to engage in anti-establishment behavior at any time during this reading, 


just relax and take a few deep breaths. Everybody else in the room will be feeling the same way 
too. 


(Marxist) Mealtime Management: 

In a truly egalitarian move, the office reminds the proletariat that in order to insure you 
receive the meal you would prefer at the Final (Bourgeois) Banquet you should fill out your dinner 
order forms by noon today and turn them in to the Front (Dogma) Desk. If you don't then the 


decision will be made for you by one of the members of the oppressive junta currently occupying 
their uneasy positions of power. 


Like a Lark's Song: 


The Madrigals will attempt to lull the community into a false sense of pastoral serenity. To 
achieve this utopian condition, they will continue to meet daily at 12:20pm in the Blue Parlor. 





Not Too Far From the Tea Cabin: 

From the Social Staff we have a PZ LG =a 
reminder that at 5:30 today there will be a f, , ` 
cocktail party on the Library Lawn. Also, on |: ,, . 
Saturday night at 9:30, after the evening Y WHAT'S A RHYME 
reading, there will be a dance held in the [¥/\ FoR GLUreus Maximus? 
Barn (beer and wine provided), with a quiet |W 
alternative held in the Blue Parlor (ice, Wij; 
mixers and cups provided; BYOB). Remember Dire 
that Vermont State Law prohibits the re = 


possession of more than one alcoholic CA : 


beverage at a time, that dancing with an 
alcoholic beverage in your possession 
expressly forbidden, and that if you 
CS vith Gum emp on you: Q 
it's okay, but if you do it to ——— <D 
without their SEEE then the penalty is @® 
ebp anm we 


y f 


My Photographica: 

Bread Loaf Historian David Bain informs us that group photographs of faculty, fellows and 
administrative staff will be snapped at Treman today (Friday) at 12:45pm. Group photos of scholars 
and waiters will be taken outside of the Dining Hall (near Annex) directly after lunch today. If 
you are in the post-lunch group please don't leave until the photos are taken at about 1:50pm. 


Suspicious Snippet: 


"If you can identify eastern birds by birdsong, come see Dick Gabriel in Gilmore 4 to help 
identify one bird." This may be a coded message. We'll be watching you, Dick. 


Quote of the Day: 


The impressive acumen(s) of Jean Nordhaus, Libby Stott, Linda Yorton and Julia Alvarez 
correctly identified yesterday's quote as coming from Maxine Kumin, with an extra credit point 
going to Julia for identifying the poem "Making the Jam Without You." Unfortunately, the extra 
point was immediately suppressed because she initially attempted to attribute the poetic excerpt to 
Madeline Kunin, former governor of the State of Vermont. Tough break, Julia. Perhaps you'll be 
able to keep your extra point with today's non-political former Bread Loafer quote: 

He loved the towering peaks of his native mountains, the comeliness of the villages, the 
cleanness of the country-side, the beautiful lines and the cloisters of his own college. Clermont 

was beautiful,--but he found himself sad there; his heart lay like a stone in his breast. There was 

too much past, perhaps . . . When the summer wind stirred the lilacs in the old gardens and shook 

down the blooms of the horse-chestnuts, he sometimes closed his eyes and thought of the high 

song the wind was singing in the straight, striped pine trees up in the Navajo forests. 


* * * * * * * * * * * * * * 


The first angel I ever saw had a chipped nose. It was blond, male, and lived in a clock that 
hung in the parlor of the apartment Mrs. Lear rented in my grandmother's house in Owosso, 
Michigan. When the hour struck, two doors opened at the top and a tiny platform revolved, 
bearing the archangel Michael from one door to the next. Such dignity, such beauty. He was a 
procession of one. Mrs. Lear's husband had fought in the First World War and brought it from 
Germany, along with a Luger and some empty shells. A local jeweler who repaired it had told him 
that it must have once held other figures, probably Adam and Eve being driven from the garden. 
Time had taken the angel's sword, the fugitives, and the tip of his holy nose. Nevertheless, when I 
knew the hour was preparing to strike, I would knock on Mrs. Lear's door and ask to see the angel 
moving from darkness into darkness. When the novelty wore off and I no longer asked, Mrs. Lear 
would knock on my grandmother's apartment to announce the angel was marching and did I want 
to watch it? 


An angel marching from darkness into darkness--such an event should not go unnoticed. 


--Nancy Willard, from Telling Time: Angels, Ancestors, and Stories 
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Schedule: 
9:00am Lecture: Paul Mariani--"Lowell's Snapshot Poems: Into the Maelstrom" 
10:10am Lecture: Larry Brown--"The Care and Feeding of a Southern Writer" 
11: 20am Fellows Reading: Meg Files, Norman Stock, Gabrielle Burton 
12:20pm Madrigals Rehearsal: Blue Parlor 
2:00pm Discussion Groups (until 3:30pm) 
4:30pm Reading: Lawrence Raab 
8:15pm Readings: David Huddle 

Marvin Bell 

9:30pm Dance: The Barn 


Errata: 

The Crumb pays its humblest apologies to Nancy Willard and Paul Mariani for any role it may have 
played in people being unable to distinguish between them. The old editor has been sacked and replaced, and a 
new proofreading staff will virtually guarantee no further lapses in the content of the paper. 

Correcta: 

The following fellows will read today at 11:20am: 

Meg Files, author of Meridian 144. Her stories and poems have been published in The Tampa Review, The 
Bloomsbury Review, College English and Buffalo Spree. She directs writers' conferences and teaches creative 
writing in Tucson. 

Norman Stock, author of Buying Breakfast For My Kamikaze Pilot and winner of the 1993 Peregrine Smith 
Poetry Contest. His work has been published in The New England Review, College English and Denver Quarterly, 
and is currently a librarian at Montclair State University. 

Gabrielle Burton, author of Heartbreak Hotel, which won the Maxwell Perkins Prize, and the recently 
completed Grace of A Woman from which she will read. She has published in The Washington Post, Ms., and 
Family Circle, and was a fellow at MacDowell Colony and Yaddo. 

Credita: 

Thank you to Norton Girault for the cartoon in yesterday's Crumb, and Nancy Willard for the masthead on 
today's edition. 
Scholars Unleashed: 

The Bread Loaf Scholars readings will be held on Sunday and Monday evenings, following the evening 
reading, in the Little Theater. 

Songs That Won't All Have the Same Tune: 

The eagerly anticipated first dance will be held tonight after the evening reading, or at about 9:30, in the 
Barn. In the event of rain, the dance will be moved to the Barn. Beer and wine will be provided. A quieter 
alternative will commence at the same time in the Blue Parlor, with mixers, ice and cups will be provided. 

Do It Again: 

Group photos of Fellows (retake) and Administrative Staff will be taken on the Treman Lawn at 12:45pm, 
while the Scholars and Waiters will be taken outside of the dining room at 1:50pm. DON'T MISS IT!!! 
Fallen Arches?: 

The always enjoyable Writer's Cramp Road Race (no, this isn't a joke) will be run Sunday morning at 
10:00am. Runners and joggers should plan to meed at the beginning of the dirt road between Annex and Cherry a 
little before that time, to limber up and hear the instructions from the race officials. 





Say, Mac, Do You Know... ? 

Will the person who knows Edna Gardner of Manchester Center, Vermont, please see Carol Knauss in the 
office as soon as possible? Thank you. ; i 
Poetica: 

There will be an independent poetry reading held in the Barn next Thursday from 2:00pm to 4:30pm. If 
you are interested in reading, please sign up with Larry Thomas. The first 25 people to sign up will be able to 
read. 

Quote of the Day: ; 

Correctly identifying Willa Cather as the author of yesterday's mystery quote were Tom Gavin, Hilma 
Wolitzer, Susan Holahan, Linda Yorton and Sam Gillison, though nobody selected the proper text from whence it 
came, namely Death Comes for the Archbishop. A point for everybody, and they're beginning to add up. Don't be 
afraid to take a shot at it: the person with the highest point tally at the end of the summer will earn a copy of 
any book in the bookstore (their choice!), with the exception of Whose Woods These Are. In case you haven't 
guessed it yet, the quotes this summer (except for the first one) will all come from former Bread Loaf Writer's 
Conference attendees, for example: 

Never did we hear Mozart but the mind, 

Fished from its feeding in some weedy deep, 

And wound in web that must more closely bind 

The more it altered from itself, would keep 

One moment in that bond its perfect kind-- 


Never, when we would question it, but shone 
Through breaking cordage silver and the god was gone. 


* * * * * * * * * 


At dusk yesterday afternoon, I experienced this holy moment, scratching Dr. Bones's forehead and 
suddenly seeing him like it so much he was snoozing off right there at my shoulder. I guess it wasn't anything 
remarkable. Cats and dogs sleep in people's laps all the time. The fate of human civilization did not crucially 
rest on my little back-porch petting of my daughter's bunny. I know that perfectly well. 

So I should keep this to myself, too, but since I've gone this far in revealing my crackpot secrets, I'll tell 
this last one. There was a fraction of a moment there, with Dr. Bones's minute eyelids drooping and my finger 
brushing along the frontal bridge of his skull, when the lower threshold of my identity just dropped out of me 
and I became something only one or two evolutionary stages up from protoplasm. In the half light of my back 
porch, I was something alive and in accord with something else alive. 

--David Huddle, from "Mister Mister" in Intimates 


THE SHAKESPEARE LESSON (an excerpt) 


None of the students liked Cleopatra. 
She was selfish, they said, and Antony 

was a wimp--because he wouldn't decide 
how he felt, because he ran away, 

and couldn't even kill himself. 


They were so impatient 
with the languors of Egypt, the perfume 
and the barges, those fond little games 
he felt so close to. 
Is there anyone you admire? he asked, 


himself half in love with Cleopatra. 
Caesar, one student answered, 
because Caesar knew what he wanted. 


--Lawrence Raab, from 
What We Don't Know About Each Other 


2. More ABOUT THE DEAD MAN AND SIN 


When the dead man finds a coin, he wants it to be heads-up. 
Before he picks up a penny, the dead man wants it to be heads-up. 
The dead man’s good luck is a weapon to vanquish dragons. 

The dead man has seen dragons of such cosmetic skill that their scent 
alone flattered the willows into a fatal swoon. 

He watches for the horrible bird feet, the feverish tongue, the 
armored complexion. 

After many encampments, the lamps are tepid in the dead man’s 
vigil. 

The dead man has it in him to hold still, to abstain, to decline. 

When there is no more luck, no far side to a hard edge, no final rain, 
no fatal dehydration, no unwelcome visitation, no lingering 
suspicion, no terminal judgment, then the dead man is all 
black cats and rabbit paws. 

The dead man is marked by night-walking on the grass, by the 
crisscrossing of predator and prey and the celebrity 
pedestrian. 

The screech of a bird is like a whining keel in the darkness. 

The dead man feels the earth nod yes and no with the legacy of the 

~ righteous and the tide of battle. 

The dead man does nothing with the proof at hand or the direction 
underfoot, neither does he long for an edge to his neutrality. 

The dead man’s good deeds are ever-bearing fruit. 


|--Marvin Bell, from The Book of the Dead Man, (#25) | 





"Socks, then shoes." 


Today's Schedule: 

10:00am Writer's Cramp Race 

3:00pm Madrigal Rehearsal 

4:30pm Reading: Elizabeth Arthur 
8:15pm Reading: William Matthews 
9:30pm Scholar Readings 





Editorial: 

Well, I don't know about you, but I fee prety good this mornig. 
I mean, I survived the danc without any noticable afteraffects, and my 
jead dpesn't jirt mear;u as micj as O thpitjt ot woi;d. 
th “of Ripton: 
The electricity may go off on 
' August 14 between 1 and 4 


Z 
! sai XO : SE 
m here’ Plan your electricity g te 


needs accordingly! w bide 


WIM Fou@ Lavars, SEVEN “mMmMis I 
AND ONE DeorreD PEN, FKEn 
THoVGHtT THE POEM WAS A Soccess. 


Shameless Plug: 
Ann Hood's adorable child, Sam, is now 
on campus. If you endured her baby pix 
last year, you simply must seek her out 
and ask to see him. Really. She'd be 
E: l A hurt if you didn't. 
Quote of the Day: 

Superlative guessing abilities were exhibited by Hilma Wolitzer, Annette Weisman and Andrea Budy, all 
of whom determined that Archibald MacLeish was the author of yesterday's quote, though nobody guessed the 
title of the poem, which was "Men of My Century Loved Mozart." Another prize for the quote-guessing contest 
has recently been donated by Andrea Budy: The winner will receive a certificate for a complementary weekend 
for two at the Wildflower Bed & Breakfast in Mountain View, Arkansas, of which Andrea and her husband are the 
proprietors. Anyone who is interested in finding out more about the B&B can pick up a brochure from Andrea at 
any time during the conference. Contributions to the prize stash are still being accepted, though we don't think 
we'll ever be able to top the prize for the winner of the 1990 Marvin Bell Look-alike Contest, which was, of 
course, a free trip to the Hilton in Honolulu, Hawaii. Still, try today's quote: a 

The mountain held the town as in a shadow. 

I saw so much before I slept there once: 

I noticed that I missed stars in the west, 

Where its black body cut into the sky. 

Near me it seemed: I felt it like a wall 

Behind which I was sheltered from a wind. 

And yet between the town and it I found, 

When I walked forth at dawn to see new things, 

Were fields, a river, and beyond, more fields. 





You Come Too: 

The following illustrious Scholars will 
Don't Get Cold Feet: be reading from their works tonight in 
Don't forget the annual Writer's the Little Theater after the evening 
Cramp Race, to be held this morning reading (about 9:30): Susan Landgraf, 
at 10:00. It will begin and end at the Cynthia Anderson, Graham Lewis, 
dirt road between Cherry and Annex. Ronna Wineberg, Cathi Hanauer, 

George Willeams & Marjorie Maddox. 











x ; ; It’s Not Just 
One Could Do Worse: Tica al Bec OEY 
Anyone interested in the Warren : 
Wilson MFA Program should attend It’s The Fastest- 
a meeting A. in the aN i Selling Book in 
Parlor at 12:20pm. Some or all o . | 
these teachers will be present: History! T 
Andrea Barrett, Pinckney Benedict, 5 Million Copies in Print 


Michael Collier, Carol Frost, 


Toni Nelson, Margot Livesey. 3 ' IN THE KITCHEN WITH ROSIH 








A Further Page: 

A few advance copies of Nancy Willard's 
newest book, An Alphabet of Angels, are 
now available in the bookstore. 





Oprah’s 


: for th thead : 3 
Big thanks to Al Hodgson for the masthea Favorite Recipes 


and Mike Richman for the cartoon today. 


* * * * * * * * 





My name is Morgan Lamont. As I begin at last to tell this story, I am dwelling in a place where few of you 
who read it will ever have been; it is a harsh place, and a beautiful one. As far as I know, it is a place where no 
human beings have ever been born, for few women have come here. It is, however, a place where many have died. 
Through the window of my room at Framheim, I can see Erebus beneath the moon--Erebus, which I cannot help 
but think of as my volcano. It was named after one of the ships that James Clark Ross brought to the Antarctic in 
1840--the other was the Terror--and thus its name reaches right back to the beginning of our species’ 
exploration here. In classical mythology, Ereous was the place the souls of the dead passed through on their way 
to Hades. They crossed over from one life to a different one, and that has happened to me, also; I crossed over the 
ice of Antarctica, and I was changed by it. 


--Elizabeth Arthur, from Antarctic Navigation 


ON THE PORCH AT THE FROST PLACE, 
FRANCONIA, NH 


So here the great man stood, 
fermenting malice and poems 

we have to be nearly as fierce 
against ourselves as he 

not to misread by their disguises. 
Blue in dawn haze, the tamarack 
across the road is new since Frost 
and thirty feet tall already. 

No doubt he liked to scorch off 
morning fog by simply staring through it 
long enough so that what he saw 
grew visible... 


--William Matthews, from Selected Poems & Translations, 1969-1991 





The Crummmmmb 


Suggestive edition 
Vol. 69, no. 7 


Weather: Brrrrrrrrrr! 


Schedule: 
10:10am Readings: Antonya Nelson 
Jean Nordhaus 
11:20am Fellows Reading: Noy Holland, Sydney Wade, Lynn Stegner 
12:20am Madrigals Rehearsal: Blue Parlor 
4:30pm Readings: Gary Margolis 
Judith Ortiz Cofer 
8:15pm Reading: Hilma Wolitzer 
9:30pm Scholar Readings 


I'm Just Wild About: 

Today's voluptuous, voluminaries who will entice you with their oral declamations at the ultimate Fellows 
Reading are as follows: 

Noy Holland's collection of short stories, The Spectacle of the Body, was recently published by Knopf. 
She is a graduate of the MFA program at the University of Florida and will be teaching writing at Phillips 
Andover Academy this fall. 

Sydney Wade's book of poems, Empty Sleeves, was published in 1991. Her poetry has appeared in The 
New Yorker, Harpers, The Gettysburg Review, among other places, and she lives and teaches in Gainesville, 
Florida. 

Lynn Stegner, author of Undertow, is currently completing a second novel and co-authoring a volume on 
California and Nevada for a forthcoming series, The Smithsonian Guide to Natural America. She is a graduate of 
the University of California at Santa Cruz, where she now lives. 

Multiple Orations: 

The second of the seductive scholars readings will occur after an appropriate resting time has elapsed 
following the evening reading tonight (say about fifteen minutes?) Memye Tucker, Evelina Galang, Raymond 
Ronci, Kelly Antonson, Kate Kaplan, Daniel Jones, Ellen Pearlman and Joanne Allred will draw you to the heights 
of literary passion in an effort to achieve simultaneous closure. 

Open and Listening: 

There are still a few openings into which you might fit if you are a poet interested in sharing your work 
with others at an open reading, to be held in Barn A (change of venue) at 2:00pm on Thursday, August 18. See 
Larry Thomas or write him a suggestive note if you're interested in reading, and everyone is welcome to come and 
listen. 





Bawdy: 

The thought of all of those heaving, sweating, pulsating bodies crowded into the Blue Parlor just to get 
ahold of information about the Warren Wilson MFA Program was too much for this editor to bear, so instead the 
meeting will be moved to the seminar room on the second floor of the library at 12:20 today. 

Cruising Info: 

The Front Desk forwards this titillating information to invade your deepest mental recesses: 

"A list will be posted this morning at the Front Desk with alphabetically arranged flight departure 
information. You must confirm this information at the Front Desk by Tuesday lunch. Taxi departure times will 
be listed on Wednesday morning (to hold a taxi reservation you must leave a five dollar deposit, which will be 
returned at departure). Taxis will be leaving campus about two yours before flight departures. Any taxi 
changes made after Thursday at 5:00pm will result in the deposit being forfeited and your needing to make your 
own travel arrangements. Everyone is reminded that they should plan to be off of the campus by noon, Sunday." 
Odds & Ends: 

1) If you would like a copy of the recipe for the succulent, mouth-watering shortbread we've been tasting at the 
cocktail parties, you may pick one up in the Secretary's Office. 

2) Sign up for copies of faculty lectures, as well as copies of the photos that David "No, really. I'm a 
photographer for Life magazine" Bain took earlier in the conference, in the Secretary's Office. 

3) Workshop materials will be available outside of the Secretary's Office after dinner each evening. Please take 
only the material for the workshop you plan to attend. Workshops are extensions of discussion groups, though 
they are open to anyone who would like to attend. Workshop locations will be printed in the Crumb on the days 
they take place. 

Hot & Sweating: 

The winner of the 1994 Writer's Cramp Race was Raymond Nolan, in a sparkling time of 23:39. A fiction 
writer (of course), Raymond panted out "It feels good when I stop" as he cheered on Mary Anker (Non-fiction 
winner) and Tracy Kaminer (Auditor) to their category-winning finishes. Unfortunately, the Marvin Bell Prize 
for best time by a poet combined with best facial expression at the end of the race--a prize generously endowed 
by the Gulbenkian Foundation (valued at $11,767)--went unclaimed, since no poets chose to compete. One has to 
wonder why so many poets remained in bed as the proseurs engaged in stressful, sweat-provoking activity. Or 
not. 

Barlovers: 

Enormously enlarged, massive, throbbing thank you's to the Social Staff, for throwing such a provocative 
dance Saturday night, Woody Woodsum for insinuating the music, Al Hudgins for his deft fingerwork in 
repairing the sound system, and Sebastian Matthews for engendering today's masthead, by far the biggest one 
we've ever seen at this conference (And we've seen some big ones!). 

Do It Quietly: 

A reminder to people arriving late or planning to leave readings or lectures early: Once a reading begins, 
moving bodies are very distracting. Please avail yourselves of the outside porch, located on the west side of the 
theater, rather than interrupting the reading by comings and goings. You may want to consider bringing a jacket 
or sweater to help stay warm. 

Quote of the Day: 

Yes! Yes! Yes! Jean Nordhaus got it! Bill and Sebastian Matthews both got it! Donald Justice got it too! 
Yesterday's quote was from long-time Bread Loafer and mountain muse Robert Frost, from a poem entitled 
"Mountain." Let's see who can guess who penned this textually explicit material: 


She had waited a long time for a midget and she intended now to enjoy him. She would not 
be rushed. And although there was a temptation to panic, she resisted it. Her father had owned a 
midget, or so her mother told her. She herself could not remember her father very well. Not as a 
man anyway. Rather she remembered him as presence, a myth, a legend that filled her mind in the 
middle of the night until she could hardly bear it. Magic ran in her blood. The ability to turn a 
chicken into a god, or a man into a chicken, was not an easy thing to live with. 


* * * * * * * * * * * * * 


It might have been some kinky benediction or baptismal right. Or maybe that moment of water play was 
considered an entire courtship around here. Not being with anyone for so long must have defused Linda's desire, 
or maybe it was only another side effect of her pregnancy. Lately, aside from her body's general loneliness, 
she'd experienced an occasional, mild carnal itch, which she could, so to speak, scratch herself. But now she was 
both aroused and repelled, which made her glance shyly away, and then stare back at him, glance away and stare 
again. 

--Hilma Wolitzer from Tunnel of Love 





READER'S DIGEST CONDENSED LARGE-PRINT EDITION 
Vol. 69, no. 8 Tuesday, August 16, 1994 


"We must do what we can to avoid Weather: Huh? 
the harpoon of boredom" --Woody 


Today's Schedule: 
9:00am Workshops: Hansen--Barn 2 
Matthews--Barn 6 
R. Brown/Livesey--Barn 1 
Powers--Barn West 
Bell--Barn 5 
11:15am Readings: Philip Gerard 
Mark Jarman 
2:00pm Panel: Little Magazines 
4:30pm Readings: Thomas Gavin 
David Haward Bain 
5:30pm Cocktail Party: Larch Well 
8:15pm Reading: Donald Justice FRANKY, T DNT -THINK YR RicHY 
HEMISPHERE KNoWS WHAT YouR LEFT 
This Is Not a Clue: HEMISPHERE’s DONG IN THis Poem. 
The Little Magazine panel today at IEX 
2:00 in the Little Theater (no relation) 
will feature Hilda Raz (Prairie Schooner), 
Rick Jackson (Poetry) and Lex Williford (). 


Neither Is This: 

There will be a cocktail party today 
following the afternoon reading, at about 
5:30pm at the Larch Well. In the event 
of rain the party will be moved to the 
Barn. 


Or This: 


The All-Conference photograph (better known as Dream Team III) will be taken 
on Wednesday, by the stone wall opposite the Inn, at 12:30pm. 





Or This: 
Thank you to Al Hudgins for another splendid masthead, and Norton Girault for 
another brilliant cartoon. 


Quote of the Day: 

Correct answers were submitted by Jean Nordhaus, Gabrielle Burton, Hilma 
Wolitzer, Bill Matthews, Sidney Wade and Linda Yorton, who all knew yesterday's 
mystery quote was Harry Crews, and Gabrielle scored an extra point for figuring out it 
came from This Thing Don't Lead to Heaven. Today's quote goes something like this: 


The town was in the middle of the deep South. The summers were long and the months of 
winter cold were very few. Nearly always the sky was a glassy, brilliant azure and the sun 
burned down riotously bright. Then the light, chill rains of November would come, and perhaps 
later there would be frost and some short months of cold. The winters were changeable, but the 
summers always were burning hot. The town was a fairly large one. On the main street there were 
several blocks of two- and three-story shops and business offices. But the largest buildings in 
the town were the factories, which employed a large percentage of the population. These cotton 
mills were big and flourishing and most of the workers in the town were very poor. Often in the 
faces along the streets there was the desperate look of hunger and of loneliness. 


* * * * * * x * 


I say the wood within is the dark wood, 

Or wound no torn shirt can entirely bandage, 

But the sad hand returns to it in secret 

Repeatedly, encouraging the bandage 
To speak of that other world that might be borne, 
The lost world buried before it could be born. 


--Donald Justice, from "Sadness, an Improvisation" 


CRUMBLAND 


DALANWHILE... OPUS HERE! CHECK) f 
HAS A NEW JOB WER © OUT TOMOKKOW 5 BUT THE OH, UT ITG 
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Vol. 119, Number 8 


17 August. 1994 


Today's Schedule: 
9:00am 


Nothing gives mé morepleasure 
lan the‘sound: of my own y eo 

i ‘have tireless energy. 

ie ae an “extremely social perso 

:20am Lecture: dt wouldn't oily 

i Ue E isomeone’s “ye spel 
re Ta | Discussion Groups’ “my* mother’ nae Bet ee 
Te tag Readings: -wears leather. to:bed” Poa e fi t mé 


SaTtsipun Reading: __; “Who the / 


_ #$%& are YOU?” 7 


Quote of the Day: 


She watched as he retreated, her eyes fastened on 
his tall frame, his broad shoulders and easy stride. 
She had spent hours fantasizing about him, imagin- eHe kept a om- S 
ing what it would feel like to have his arms around. menting-about ‘a ‘cheap; gra; suit. 
her. Everyone in the store had suffered with him Where did you’ get it, at the Bear z 
when his wife had been killed in a car accident. Af- _ : ? ton Coat Factory? e i 
terward, it seemed he’d given up onwomen, leading ; 
a quiet, ‘lonely life. 

She wanted to run after him, to. make his sad eyes «I tell you; Jane, every: day: I] 
smile again. Instead, she forced ed herself to realize | | go. aT fate rage, depression, vi- 
that he saw her only as a ‘contributor. ,olence — and that’s just the staff”. | 


s 


The whole night struck me as _ 
a real ‘dog ‘and pony? show.“ 





[E d 
day ‘better th 


monthior their hearts. He oJ sand .I are. good, acca friends . 


half the heart attack: rate ‘of © from way back. ”. cae 


-those who had’ 
drink a month. 
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Schedule: 

Workshops: Huddle--Barn 5 
Mariani--Barn 1 
L. Brown--Barn 6 
Willard/Smith--Barn West 
Pastan/Collier--Barn 4 
Justice/Jarman--Barn 2 


11:15am Readings: Carole Simmons Oles 


Elizabeth Dewberry Vaughn 


2:00pm 
4:30pm 
8:15pm 


Literary Agent: 
Reading: John Irving 
Reading: Rosellen Brown 
Waiter Readings 


9:30pm 


No, no, no... Over There: 
Dear Crumb: 

I haven't read the Crumb at all during the 
conference, but I heard there was some mention of a 
Conference photograph being taken today. Is this 
true? Where and when will it happen? 

Apathetic in Annex 


Dear Ape: 

Your photo will be taken tonight at midnight 
in the middle of the hayfield. For everyone else, it 
will occur at 12:30pm by the stone wall opposite the 
Inn. 


(Not So Secret) Agent: 
Dear Crumb: 
Can you tell me a little bit more about the 
Literary Agent gathering today? 
Curious from Cairo 


Dear Cairo: 

Certainly. Virginia Barber runs her own 
agency in New York City and is the agent for such 
literary luminaries as Rosellen Brown, Dinitia 
Smith, David Huddle and Alice Munro. She is a 
regular Bread Loaf visitor and her talks are always 
informative. 


Virginia Barber 


Pay Your Bills: 
Dear Crumb: 
I hear that Irving guy is going to be here 
today. He owes me money. When will he be here? 
Indignant in the Inn 


Dear Indie: 

Yes, it's true: though he hasn't been in 
residence at the conference this year, John Irving 
will be making a guest appearance at 4:30 today to 
give a reading. His new novel, A Son of the Circus, 
has sold out in our bookstore, but more copies have 
been ordered and will hopefully arrive some time 
today. By the way, I spoke to him yesterday, and he 
asked me to let you know that the check's in the 
mail. 


Just What the Doctor Ordered: 
Dear Crumb: à 
I just can't get enough of what Bread Loaf has 
to offer! I know Rosellen Brown's reading tonight 
will be spectacular, but I don't want the evening to | 
end. Isn't there something I can do afterwards? 
Overachiever in Larch 


Dear Over: 

As a matter of fact, the waiters will be 
showcasing their own formidable talents in the 
Little Theater tonight and tomorrow night. The show 
should begin about fifteen minutes after the evening 
reading, and tonight's performers will include: 
Jackie Oller, Dan Olson, Ann Choi, Bear Kirkpatrick, 
Beth Haas, Hugh Steinberg, Emily Raabe, Chin Chong, 
Lillias Bever, Ed Wong, Lisa Sewell, Bob Murray, and 
Beth Franken. 





A Wingding and All: 
Dear Crumb: 
Did you receive any mail today from the 
gentlemen from Gilmore? 
Guileless in Gilmore 


Dear Guile: 

Why yes, I did! And here it is: "The Annual 
"Bonfire of Gilmore” will be held tonight after the 
final readings. Photo-telemetry has shown that 
Gilmore House is in fact within the state of Vermont, 
so just take the dirt road next to the pond 1/4 mile 
up the hill. We at Gilmore will bring our own 
firewood (beds, chairs, dressers, etc . . .) if the rest 
of you will BYOB" Sounds like an occasion not to be 
missed! 


His Father's Son 
Dear Crumb: 

I don't know how it happened, but I have 
more than one room key in my possession. Can I just 
keep them for souvenirs and gifts for friends and 
family? 

Just Plain Stupid 


Dear Stupid: 
No, you can't. Now read this very carefully: 
Take the extra one(s) to the front desk . . . now! 


Quote of the Day: 
Dear Crumb: 
Did I get the quote right yesterday? 
Anonymous 


Dear Anonymous: 

Next time, try signing your name? These 
intelligent individuals did guess that the italicized 
letters in yesterday's quote spelled out the name 
Carson McCullers, Bread Loaf's own enfant terrible 
fellow of 1940, though nobody guessed the text, 
which was from The Ballad of the Sad Cafe: Al 
Hudgins, Mandy Walmac, Melissa Weissberg, 
Dorothy Spater, Bill Matthews, Hilma Wolitzer, 
Lisanne Elkins, Jean Nordhaus, Mark Jarman and 
Jenna Ermold. Tomorrow we'll have a point-tally 
update. In the meanwhile, take a stab at today's 
quote: 

Today my son told me 

that in the meadows, 

at the edge of the heavy woods 

in the distance, he saw 

trees of white flowers. 

I feel that I would Tike 

to go there 

and fall into those flowers 

and sink into the marsh near them. 


* * * * * 


I want to understand light-years. 
I live in Oxford, New Hampshire. 
When, then, will the light get to me? 


For Him Who Wants It: 
Dear Crumb: 
-Come on, don't you have any juicy gossip? 
I'm getting bored reading the same old inane jokes 
and stupid puns every day in your paper. I'm 
thinking about cancelling my subscription. 
Surly in Schoolhouse 


Dear Surly: 

In the interest of serving the lowest common 
denominator, we bring you the following rumor- 
mongered ruminations: 

1) "Notice to Gossips: From Ann Hood and 
Bob Reiss: The baby was conceived after our divorce. 
But thanks for all the inquiries.” 

2) There also appears to be an epidemic of 
unusual psychological phenomena occurring on 
campus. It seems a number of women have been 
having recurring dreams that they are pregnant. It 
has been reported to the Crumb on at least three 
occasions. Any further incidents should be 
reported immediately to the Crumb. Take no action 


on your own until you have consulted with the 
editors. 


Where There's a Will 
Dear Crumb: 
Can you grant me a wish? 
Fantasizing in Frothingham 


Dear Fantasizing: 

No, but I can wish you a grant. And speaking 
of grants, Sarah and Deirdre Heekin will be speaking 
on "Fellowship and Grant Resources" tomorrow at 
2:00pm in the Barn West classroom. All interested 
parties are encouraged to attend. 


e e - Buy Some Yams: 
Dear Crumb: 

I want to buy $100 worth of books in the 
bookstore, but I only have $80 left, and my bank 
account is drier than the Sahara. What, oh what can 
I do? 


Tapped Out in Tamarack 


Dear Tapped: 

You're in luck! The Gala Bookstore Sale 
Starts tomorrow (Thursday) at 2:00pm, with 20% off 
everything in the store (except Whose Woods These 


Are). Shop early to get these bargains before they 
sell out! 


--Rosellen Brown. from Cora Frv's Pillow Book 





The Crumb \%\ 


Authentic Pirated Edition 


Vol. 69, no. 10 


"Heave to and Deliver!" 


Schedule: 
Workshops: 


Today's 
9:00am Wolitzer/Gavin--Barn 1 
Arthur--Barn West 
Matthews--Barn 2 
Raab/Frost--Barn 5 
Hood--Barn 4 
Benedict--Barn 6 

Ann Hood 

Pinckney Benedict 
Carol Frost 

Dinitia Smith 

Reading: Ron Powers 

Waiter Readings 


11:15am Readings: 


4:30pm Readings: 
8:15pm 
9:30pm 


I'll Raise a Welt: 

So it appears that there's a _ pale-bellied 
bottom-dweller out there who thinks that it's clever to 
do a pirate edition of the Crumb. Well, let me tell 
you, scurvy dog that you are, you can't even swap the 
lowest decks of the beauteous lady we call the Crumb. 
You aren't worthy to fly her masthead! You sniveling 
worm, cowering behind your cloak of anonymity, listen 
to me: I throw my gauntlet at your webbed feet and 
challenge you to a duel, to the metaphorical death, at 
midnight tonight in the hayfield in front of the Inn. 
Fountain pens at twenty paces (they're mightier than 
swords). Show your face or forever know that you are 
yellower than the yellowest coward that ever set foot 
on this land-locked cruise. What do ye say, parrot? 


You Do A Degree? 

Anyone interested in 
College MFA program should, immediately 
following the morning readings (about 
12:15pm) walk the planks that lead up the 
ramp into the Inn Seminar room, where an 
information session will be held. 


the Vermont 


Not Exactly Jack's Sons: 

Sarah and Dierdre Heekin (descendants of 
"Black Jack" Heekin, notorious Caribbean buccaneer), 
will be speaking on "Fellowship and Grant Resources" 
today at 2:00 in the Barn West classroom. Personally, 
we think that money that isn't stolen at great personal 
risk to life and limb isn't worth the paper it's printed 
on. == 








Thursday, August 18, 1994 


Weather: Smooth sailing 


Some Writers' Beginnings: 

The second set of naughty-cal readings from 
those hearty souls known as the waiters will take 
place this evening after the evening reading. Tonight's 
weather-beaten lineup includes: Mark "Salty Dog" 
Mariani, Amy Woolard, Jeanne Leiby, Bradley Paul, 
Wendy Gavin, Rob Tillett, Meghan Daum, Gary Clark, 
Melissa Weissberg, Jake Kerr, Loretta Collins and 
David Tager. Be there or face twenty lashes! 


Take Advantage of Them: 

Those lusty bookstore wenches send us news of 
new booty. That's right, Julia Alvarez's new book, In 
the Time of the Butterflies is now in, as are Nancy 
Willard's An Alphabet of Angels and The Sorcerer's 
Apprentice, as well as At An Elevation: On the Poetry 
of Robert Pack. The best news of all, however, is that 
Starting at 2:00pm today, all books in the store 
(except Whose Woods These Are) are discounted 20%. 
It's a steal! We approve! 





The Wide Bat: 

Some soft-bellied softball players, 
who should be spending time bailing out 
their dinghies, claim to be getting a game 
together today at 1:45 in the big field. Just 
remember: real pirates don't pitch 
underhanded, they just are underhanded. 
Then again, real pirates don't live in 
Pittsburgh. 


Photo-Matters: 

David "Redbeard" Bain has tried twice now to 
take the Scholars photograph, and twice there has been 
a pathetic turnout. Scholars beware! If you are not 
waiting for him at the salad bar at exactly 12:45 
today, you'll be keel-hauled, drawn, quartered and 
filleted! Orders for all photos (faculty, fellows, 
scholars, administrators, waiters, all-conference) can 
be made in the front office. Six dollars (or 48 pieces 
of eight) will bag you a nice 8" x 10" black and white 
photo of a variety of rogues. 


Thar She Blows! 

The Front Desk, which is the wind that really 
blows our sails and sets our schooners surging 
forward into the salty brine, reminds us that you need 
to check the departure board in the Inn Lobby if you 
are planning to take a taxi (a pathetic landlubber 
mode of trans-portation) from here, and that you must 
confirm your taxi by paying a $5 deposit and having a 
check put next to your name on the list at the front 
desk ("X" marks the spot), and that any changes made 
after 5:00pm today will forfeit your $5 deposit (as 
well as your pathetic, scurvy life) and require that 


you make your own transportation arrangements. A Certainly (Well) Red Group: 


Speaking of redbeards, and redheads, 
anyone with red coloration in their hair is 
cordially invited to an ambush and massacre 

no, strike that . . . to a just-for-fun color 
photo op at 12:50 today at the stone wall 
across from the Inn. 


Quote of the Day: 

A fine effort was made by the landlubbers 
listed below to identify that great pirate poet, William 
"Carlos" Williams as yesterday's mystery author: 
Hilma Wolitzer, Sidney Wade and Jean Nordhaus. 
Several cagey buccaneers identified the poem--"The 
Widow's Lament in Springtime" (A pirate favorite. 
Why do you think she's a widow?)-- as well: Brett 
Millier, Donald Justice, John Savant, and Bill 
Matthews. Well done, lads and lasses, but do you 
really think you will guess this little chanty? 

She worked without stopping, almost 
invisibly, submerged all day among the thick, 
irregular, sloping beds of plants. The servant 
would call her at dinnertime, and she would 
obey; but it was not until it was completely 
dark that she would truthfully give up her 
labor and with a drooping, submissive walk 
appear at the house, slowly opening the small 
low door at he back. Even the rain would bring 
only a pause to her. She would move to the 
shelter of the pear tree, which in mid-April 
hung heavily almost to the ground in brilliant 
full leaf, in the center of the garden. 

* * * * 

In the spring of 1964 Henson rounded up Jerry Juhl, Don Sahlin and Frank Oz and started to 
rough out the elements of a short movie: deceptively light and playful on its syncopated surface, 
but subtly filled with images of claustrophobia, sexual disenchantment and a mysterious, 
unsettling rhythm; an accelerating urgency. The movie's title, typically layered with punning, 
was "Time Piece." 

Like so much of Henson's work, "Time Piece" was saturated with the zeitgeist of its era; it was 
profoundly of a piece with its time. It its running span of less than 10 minutes, the film managed 
to catch not only the giddy surface-mood of the mid-1960s, but also the underlying anxieties . 

Jerry Juhl recalled the assembling of "Time Piece" as a manic blur. "We're all standing 
around saying, 'I don't have any idea what this means, but, hey, the check comes every week!" 

And yet "time Piece" does have "meaning," or at least a series of strongly related allusions. 
They are hard to misunderstand, although several of the people closest to Henson have chosen not 
to confront them directly. The allusions, so at odds with the surface silliness, are to the 
regimented crush of city life and corporate work, the elusiveness of sexual satisfaction, the 
imprisonments of marriage, the inevitability of death. "Time Piece" is a parable of a man obsessed; 
a man frantic to consummate every second of his life before he is overtaken by time. 


Barn Timbers Will Shiver: 

David "Doctor, doctor, will I still be 
able to play the piano?" Bain will be mashing 
his fingers on the Barn piano tonight after 
10:00pm. Be there or be run up the 
mizzenmast. A door prize will be awarded. 


* * * * * 


--Ron Powers, from The Lover, the Dreamer: The Life and Lives of Jim Henson 





The Norton 


Vol. 69, no. 11 


"It's amazing how much fun you can have with 
a dog collar at a Writer's Conference"--Woody 


Schedule: 
Workshops: 


Today's 
9:00am Hansen--Barn 1 


L. Btown--Barn West 


Livesey/Benedict--Barn 5 


Mariani--Barn 2 
Jarman--Barn 4 
Bell--Barn 6 
Michael Collier 
Bob Reiss 
Editor--David Godine 


11:15am Readings: 
2:00pm Panel: 
4:30pm 
5:00pm 
8:15pm 


Gala Cocktail Party: Treman Lawn 
Reading: Linda Pastan 


Godine and Grendel: 

A thane of Boston, a good man among the Yanks, 
heard in his homeland of writers' deeds in the 
Northern Kingdom, and he did make himself ready and 
he did set out upon his journey, and though he did 
travel the Route 89 he did not lose heart for he did 
know that at the end of his journey he would come to 
the mead-hall called Bread Loaf. And when he did 
come upon this place he marvelled at the halls of green 
and of yellow and he did say: "I will speak here. At 
two of the clock I will give my knowledge to the people 
in the Little Theater and they will be glad of it." And 
this thane was called Godine. 


Cocktails With Chaucer: 

Whan that Thorsday with hir shoures harde 
Hath soaken every booke and every barde, 

And bathed every swain in swich licour 

That maketh men and women wanten more; 
Than hearken me and listen what I saye: 

At five o'clocke on Treyman Lawn todaye, 

The Gala Cocketayle Partie wol commence, 

Or in the Barne if shoures hath not gone hence. 


Shakespearean Songs of Dedication: 

Shall I listen to the Madrigal's lay? 

They warble with talent beyond compare. 

I think I must, and on this day 

They will perform their sounds so rare. 

At four-thirty, by the theater's green 

To celebrate the directorship of Robert Pack, 

They'll dedicate a tree, so tall and lean, 

These singers: Al Hudgins, Bill Bahr, Eve Blake, 

Don Mitchell, Mary Bennett, Ardis Burst, Jack Miller, 


Kate Krautkramer, Libby Stott, Sidney Wade, Revell Allen, 


Crumb 


Friday, August 19, 1994 


Weather: Reasonably okay 


Dedication of Robert Pack Tree: Theater Lawn 


Pride and Address Lists: 

It is a truth universally acknowledge, that a 
Bread Loafer, in possession of his faculties, must be in 
want of an address list. 

However little known the feelings or views of 
the Bread Loafer may be to his mailbox mate, upon 
first finding two address lists placed in his mailbox 
today, said Bread Loafer may be tempted to consider 
both address lists as the rightful property of himself. 
Such sentiment would be, of course, frowned upon by 
all gentles of good breeding in the neighborhood. 


Lecturewocky: 

‘Twas Bread Loaf, and the writly writs 
Did spake and lectin to the such, 

And some of them did trame their wits 
To have them xeroxed overmuch. 


So Hansen, Arthur, Huddle, Bell 
(A nonesuch line if ere I heard) 
For pittance tups will sprately sell 
Their lectins in the office blerd. 


WHERE Hie” I 
STEN HER BEFORE ? WAS 
SHE HERE st surmeg? 


ES 
DÉLMAN’ DEJA W, 
SVT I CMT SEEM 
Ta PLAE HER. 


Evelina Galant, Jenna Ermold, Nynke Doetjes, LeAnne Miller, 
Betty Starr-Joyal, Larry Thomas, Carol Knauss, Marcia Talley. 


And if I miss them there, for time is fleeting, 
I'll hear them Saturday at Larry Brown's reading. 


Donne In: 
Go and buy a marked-down book, 

Gird thyself with sweatshirt fair. 
Tell me where I must go look 

To find such bargains. Down the stairs 
You'll find the place of which I sing 
And you'll pass through it marvelling. 

The store, 

Ground floor, 

Of Annex, by the Inn next door. 


T. S. Eliot: 

Let us go then, you and I 

As the lunchtime hour draws nigh, 

To the stone wall across from the Inn 

For I have seen my head and it is red 
And I must have my photo made 

When the photographer's voice reaches us 
And we smile. 





Coleridge: 

It is a young Librarian 

And she stoppeth one of three 

--"Now hearken to me well, young man, 
For I have news for thee. 


"For you these young and carefree days 
Are bright and full of joy 

But I have tales of woe to tell 

And you I must annoy. 


"There was a man who checked out books 
By dozens, by the lot; , 

And cast on sample copies looks 

And took one ere he bought. 


"And now I have a great concern 

That this day, ere we close 

His checked out books won't be returned 
And the samples will we lose. 


"So if you see him, tell him please 
That before five o' clock 

Return all books to the library 
Or get thrown in the stocks." 


When Poldy Met Molly: 

Yes and he never did anything like that before 
to ask me if Id go to the dance Saturday and yes Id like 
that very much and especially since well see our 
ownhome homegrown rapsters Kim Doggy Dogg and yes 
theyll be performing provocative evocative and 
possibly offensive material so yes of course parental 
discretion is advised though I yes decided that even if 
he hadnt asked me yes Id yes I would yes anyway yes 
yes yes yes. 


Virginia Woolf: 
(The softball game, having been rained out 
yesterday, will be held today at 1:45) 


Quote of the Day: 


Beckett: 

Hamm: Do I tip the waiters? 
Egg: Do you think you should? 
Hamm: Why do you ask? 

Egg: Why do you care? 

Hamm: They work so hard. 

Egg: They work each day. 
Hamm: They keep us alive. 

Egg: Is it time to tip? 

Hamm: Yes, I think it is. 

Egg: TIl tip them today. 

Hamm: I will tip them tomorrow. 
Egg: Perhaps I will tip them tomorrow. 
Hamm: Are you hungry? 

Egg: Let's go eat. 


Post Modernist Update: 

Well, the word is that last night's blackout was 
caused by a mudslide that knocked over a tree that 
snapped a telephone pole in half like it was just 
another toothpick. This happened on Sand Hill, which 
is the first hill you come to when you cross the bridge 
at the base of the gap and begin your ascent to Bread 
Loaf. There are conflicting rumors as to whether the 
road is still closed or not, so if you are headed into 
town, be sure to drive carefully. 


Post-post Modernist Update: 

This really happened, no joke: at Ron Powers’ 
scintillating reading last evening from the much- 
controversied manuscript of Jim Henson's life, a frog 
was discovered just inside the theater doors, listening 
attentively to the speaker. Conflicting reports claim 
that when gently picked up and ferried once more to 
the out of doors, the frog was heard to quietly utter: 
"Help!" 


Correct responses to yesterday's mystery quote were registered by Bill Matthews, Hilma Wolitzer, 
Andrea Budy and Jean Nordhaus, with double points awarded to Gladys Kiaais, who not only knew that the quote 
was from Eudora Welty, but also that it came from her impeccable story: "A Curtain of Green." Today's quote 
will be the last one, so we can announce the winner of the weekend for two at the Wildflower B & B in Mountain 
View, Arkansas, as well as the book of one's choice in the bookstore, in tomorrow's Crumb. Today's quote, as 
always from a former Bread Loafer, may come as a bit of a challenge, since we are giving absolutely no clues. 


Let's separate the scholars from the hackers here: 
The sun declares the earth; 
The stones leap in the stream’ 
On a wide plain, beyond 
The far stretch of a dream, 
A field breaks like the sea; 
The wind's white with her name, 
And I walk with the wind. 


* * * 


THE BOOKSTALL 


Just looking at them 

I grow greedy, as if they were 
freshly baked loaves 

waiting on their shelves 

to be broken open--that one 
and that--and I make my choice 
in a mood of exalted luck, 
browsing among them 

like a cow in sweetest pasture. 


For life is continuous 

as long as they wait 

to be read--these inked paths 
opening into the future, page 
after page, every book 

its own receding horizon. 

And I hold them, one in each hand, 
a curious ballast weighting me 
here to the earth. 


--Linda Pastan, from Heroes in Disguise 





"Oh, let's just do it once and get it over with!" Weather: Appropriate 


Today's Schedule: 

9:00am Workshops: Arthur--Barn 1 
Smith--Barn 2 
Collier--Barn 3 
Frost--Barn 4 
Huddle--Barn 6 
Powers--Barn 5 
Gavin--Barn West 
Benedict--Johnson Pond 

6:30pm Farewell Banquet: Dining Room 

8:15pm Reading: Larry Brown 

9:30pm Dance: The Barn 


Hit the Books: 


Today is the last day the bookstore will be open. All books are still 20% off, so don't forget to 
make your last-minute purchases before noon today, as there will be no afternoon hours. 


Cancelled Closure: 

In the spirit of deconstruction, today's originally scheduled panel on closure has been 
cancelled. Those feeling the need for closure can attend the annual Closure Support Group 
meeting, which will be held this evening in the Barn at 9:30. 


Hot Tips: 
Don't forget to show your appreciation for those people who work so hard to make life here 


at Bread Loaf bearable by leaving generous tips for both the waiters and the housekeeping staff at 
the Front Desk. 


Departing Shots: 

If you are departing by taxi on today or tomorrow please be sure to have all your baggage 
out on the front porch of the Inn fifteen minutes before scheduled departure time, to facilitate 
a timely departure. 


Dine and Wine: 
Tonight's Farewell Banquet promises to be an elegant affair, with the kitchen and dining 


room staff outdoing theirselves once again. It's fancy, it's feasty, it's a culinary paradise. Don't 
miss it! 


Hoof It!: 

Tonight's dance, to be held in the Barn after the evening reading (about 9:30pm), promises 
to be a wing-ding of a toe-tapper. Come as your favorite literary character, or come as you are, but 
definitely come to the dance (c.f.--masthead quote for appropriate response to unsolicited and 
unwanted query: "Would you like to dance?"). We have it on very good authority that the rapidly 
rising rap group Kim Doggy Dogg will be performing a song or two with controversial lyrics, and 
there certainly hasn't been enough of that going on around here! 





Credits: 


Big thank you's to Al Hudgins for another inspirational masthead, and Norton Girault for 
two more of his insightful, witty cartoons. 


Do You NE ANY Books BY-- OH, 1 ForRce 
His NAME. L CANT REMEMBER WHETHER Hels 
A FELLOW OR A SCHOLAR. BUT, YoU' KNOW, THE 
ONE WITH THE FABULOUS BUNS. 


Quote of the Day Results: 

Bill Matthews, Jean Nordhaus and Julia Alvarez all knew that yesterday's quote came from 
the works of Theodore Roethke, and Julia knew that it was culled from "Words for the Wind." That 
ends the quote of the day contest, and the Grand Prize of any book in the bookstore and a 
complementary weekend for two at the Wildflower Bed & Breakfast in Mountain View, Arkansas is . 

. drum roll, please . . . Jean Nordhaus!!! who identified every single author we presented to beat 
out close competition from Hilma Wolitzer and Bill Matthews. Congratulations, Jean! Don't forget 
to pick up the book of your choice at the bookstore before noon today. 


* * * * * * * * * * * * 


The healer looks. He sees the old black pickup grind to a halt, the one brake light coming 
on, the woman hopping out the door, arms waving, the farmer leaning out the window waving. 
For the first time ever the healer is tempted to burn rubber and leave them smelling his getaway 
fumes, leave behind him unheard the story of their huge drooling son, prisoner of the basement, 
chained in the garage at the family reunions. But the faces of these two parents are lit like rays of 
sunshine with the knowledge that a modern messiah has chosen the road that borders their alfalfa 
patch to receive His divine instructions. 


--Larry Brown, from "A Roadside Resurrection" 





The Crumb 
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Have a safe trip home! 


The Norton Crumb 
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